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Paper Walls 


Author's Notes: 
Hey, what can | say? The world needs more Izzy/Stevie stories! 


"Take your clothes off," were the first words out of Izzy Stradlin's mouth as he and Steven Adler arrived in 


their hotel room in Houston, Texas at four in the morning. 

Steven threw his bags down and ripped off his denim jacket. Nearly out of breath, he said, "Come here." 

Izzy took Steven by the shoulders and pushed him against the wall, pinning his arms back. Izzy pressed his hips 
into Steven's with a smirk. "You feel that?" He leaned in and bit at Steven's ear and then whispered, "I've been 
saving this big, fat, fuckin’ boner for you all night" 


Steven shuddered. "Fuckin’ give it to me." 


"You want it?" 


Steven nodded vigorously. "First | want it in my mouth. Then | want it inside me." 

Izzy's deep brown eyes locked with Steven's shocking blue ones. "Oh, yeah. | want it in your tight fuckin’ ass." 
Suddenly Izzy took Steven's face and kissed him with a crazy intensity. Steven wrapped his arms around Izzy 
and dug his fingers into his back, pressing their bodies closer. The day's growth on Steven's face didn't even 
bother Izzy, even though he knew his fragile pale skin would most likely end up with beard burn Izzy repeated, 
"Take your clothes off 

Steven removed his shirt, kicked his white sneakers off and threw off his jeans in less than ten seconds. Izzy 
also removed his leather jacket, shirt, boots and jeans in record time. The pair fell to one of the double beds 
with Steven lying on Izzy. Izzy's body tingled at the feeling of Steven's body hair moving against his bare skin 
He dug his hands into Steven's head, bringing their mouths even tighter together. It was a sharp contrast as 


Steven's blond hair fell onto Izzy's black. The sounds of their kisses and grunts filled the room. 


In an adjacent room, Slash and Duff were settling in Duff sat on his bed with a bottle of vodka and the latest 
copy of Hustler. He was distracted by the sound of the television from the room next door. "Fuckin! TV 
evangelist bullshit? These walls are like fuckin’ paper, dude. Why can't we stay at a real hotel?" 

"Because we keep trashing the fucking good rooms." Slash was on the verge of passing out on the floor when 
he heard some very interesting sounds coming from the other adjacent room. He lifted his head and listened. 
He then scooted to the wall and pressed his ear to it. A big grin appeared on his lips. "Hey, dude," Slash said. 
Without looking up from his magazine, Duff asked, "What?" 


"Someone's getting ready to fuck in the room next door." 


Duff perked up. "Oh, really?" He got off the bed and stood near Slash, pressing his own ear to the wall. He 
heard the distinct sound of passionate kissing. "Oh, yeah. You're right." 


Slash chuckled in his blackout. "| wish we could fuckin’ see this." 

Duff listened closely. He heard familiar moans. "Dude, wasn't that Stevie?" 

Slash pressed his ear harder into the wall. "No, that's Izzy." 

Duff swallowed. "Fuck, dude. That must be their room. They must be double stuffin’ some girl." 
"Nice," Slash mumbled. 

The next sound both Slash and Duff heard was Izzy's voice asking, "You wanna suck my cock?" 


Duff and Slash looked at each other with wicked grins. Duff nodded. "Yeah, bitch. Suck his cock," he said quietly. 


Steven answered, "Yeah, | wanna suck your cock." 

Duff and Slash's grins morphed quickly into looks of horror. Duff clutched his stomach, feeling immediately 
nauseated while Slash fought to keep from throwing up on himself. However, neither of them could seem to 
pull themselves away from the wall. Duff said in a slightly hopeful whisper, "Maybe they're just messing with 


us, dude." 


Slash didn't hear Duff. He shook his head and said to himself, "Why? Why? Why? Steven, why? | thought he 


was done with dick years ago." 
Duff's eyes bugged. "You thought he was done with dick? What the fuck does that mean, motherfucker?" 
Slash continued not to hear Duff. He lay on the floor in a heap near tears. "God, why?" 


"Dude, shut up!" Duff barked 


Steven, meanwhile, was running his tongue down Izzy's stomach. He paused momentarily and asked, "Am | 


hearing Duff and Slash?" 

With his hands in Steven's hair, Izzy answered, "Don't worry. They're completely fuckin’ gone" 

Duff's angry voice penetrated the wall. "Not completely, Isbell! 

Identical evil chuckles escaped Izzy's and Steven's lips. Izzy replied with, “Sure you arel" 

Steven added, "Satan made me do it! 

"Shut up, Steviel" Duff hollered 

Izzy whispered to Steven, "Don't worry. You saw them getting off the bus. They could barely fuckin’ stand” 
Steven smiled. "Right. What the fuck am | worried about?" He went back to tonguing Izzy's bellybutton 

Duff finally managed to tear himself away from the wall in a way that resembled peeling away from Velcro. He 
looked down and saw Slash had passed out. "Lucky fuck," Duff said to his unconscious friend and then added, 
"Alls | know is Id better be in a fuckin’ blackout, or lm gonna have to kill those two fuckers” 

Izzy pulled on Steven's hair, controlling his movements. He watched his engorged dick fill out Steven's mouth, 
pushing to the back of his throat. Steven paused and took Izzy's dick in his hand, gently running his tongue 


over the tip. Izzy felt intoxicated just looking at Steven's full wet lips. Steven sighed, "Damn, you've got a 
beautiful dick." 


"You've got a fuckin’ beautiful tongue," Izzy said. "Lick it again" 
Steven once again ran his tongue over the tip of Izzy's dick. "You like that, baby?" 


Izzy closed his eyes and moaned, fighting the urge to get off. "Oh, fuck" He opened his eyes again and smiled. 


"Fuck, | love the way your tongue looks on my dick." 


Steven slowed his tongue so Izzy could really appreciate the sight. Once again, Izzy had to fight off his orgasm. 
Steven's heart raced knowing that Izzy's beautiful hard-on would soon be pushing into his body. 


At that moment with a vodka bottle in-hand, Duff was knocking on tour manager Doug Goldstein's door. "Doug! 
Doug, fuckin’ open up!" Duff waited three seconds and then banged harder on the door. "Dougy! Open up! Doug!" 


A shorter man with a mustache opened the door looking quite irritated. "Thanks. | managed to get one hour of 
uninterrupted sleep. What do you want?" 


Duff stood outside the door clutching his vodka His face was somewhere between anger and panic. "I need to 


talk to you." 
Exhausted, Doug raised his eyebrows. "Well?" 


Duff looked from side to side without moving his head. He then lowered himself down to Doug's ear. "Okay," he 
paused to take a few breaths, unknowingly exhaling directly into Doug's ear. 


Doug took hold of Duff's arm and pulled him in the room. "Just get in here and quit whispering." Duff waited 
until the door closed. He took a large swig of vodka and almost threw up. Doug ran for a trash can saying, 
"Whoa, whoa, whoa, whoa-" 

Duff composed himself and took a few more deep breaths. "I'm cool." 

Holding the pail under Duff's face, Doug asked, "You sure?" 

Duff repeated. "I'm cool." 

Doug put the pail down, rubbed his eyes and wearily asked, "What is it, Duff?" 

Duff stared at the floor. "Uh, I'm, uh, not quite sure how to ask this," he paused trying to think of the right 
words. "Okay. Let me just ask In your opinion do you think anyone in this group is anything less than one- 
hundred percent not fuckin’ fruity?" 


Doug stared at Duff blankly. "Huh?" 


Duff paused again, not sure if he really wanted to hear what Doug's answer would be. "Are there any queers 


among us?" 


Doug's exhaustion reached a new level. He looked at Duff pitifully. "Duff, it's almost four-thirty. I'd really like to 


get an ounce of sleep tonight" 
Duff suddenly exclaimed, "I heard Izzy and Stevie fucking!" 

No you didn't” Doug said flatly 

"Okay, they weren't fucking yet, but they were getting ready tol" 
sees 

"No, Dougy. | heard them. Did you know about them?" 

"Duff, there's nothing to know. You probably dreamt it" 


"| did fuckin’ not! Izzy asked if Stevie wanted to suck his cock and Stevie said he did and then," Duff hesitated. 
He pursed his lips and then pointed at the garbage pail. Doug handed it to him just in time. 


Duff puked his guts out for a minute and then handed the pail to Doug, who set it gently on the floor. He then 
took Duff by the shoulders and said, "Listen, sometimes things happen that we don't need to understand or ask 
questions about. Now, you should just stay in here tonight where it's quiet, get some sleep and when you wake 
up tomorrow itll just be a bad dream. Okay?" 


Duff stood numbly. Too tired to argue, he slowly nodded. 
"Good," Doug said, patting Duff's shoulder. "Come on. Let's get some sleep." 


Several rooms away, meanwhile, Izzy was thrusting steadily into Steven. Grunts and moans reverberated 
through the room. Izzy had Steven under him face up. He grabbed Steven's hips, lifting them slightly. Suddenly 
it was as if lightning struck Steven. His eyes rolled back and his body twitched. An uncontrollable cry escaped 
his lips as he lost control. All at once, every single thrust from Izzy sent wave after wave of shocked pleasure 
through him. Tears streamed from his eyes and the strangest noises came out of him. This was Izzy's 
favorite part. He knew if he really focused he could make Steven's crazy orgasm go on seemingly forever. This 
time he managed twelve minutes before he felt himself reaching the end. 


"Fuck, baby. I'm gonna cum," he said, barely able to get the words out between gasps. 
Steven could only manage to respond with a breathless, "Yeah." 


Knowing it was almost over, Izzy began to stroke Steven's cock as he continued to thrust into him. Steven 


literally screamed as if someone were knifing him. Izzy growled from within his gut as he came inside Steven in 


three deep, slow thrusts, while Steven simultaneously responded to Izzy's strokes. 

Still inside of him, Izzy collapsed on Steven, burying his face in Steven's neck. Steven tried to catch his breath. 
Letting out litle grateful moans, Steven kissed Izzy on the cheek. When he had enough wind to speak, Steven 
uttered, "I wish you could stay inside me forever." 


"| almost did,” Izzy said. 


Steven held Izzy's head with one hand and ran his other hand up and down Izzy's back. He loved the feel of 


Izzy's soft skin so close to him. "You're so beautiful," Steven whispered and kissed Izzy again on the cheek 
Izzy chuckled. "Yeah, okay-" 

Steven cut him off, "You are!" 

"Okay, fine," Izzy said skeptically. "tm glad you think so’ 

"| dort think, | know," Steven assured. 

Izzy lifted his head and looked Steven in the eyes and gently pushed away some sweaty hair. "So do |" 


Izzy and Steven looked into each other's eyes, hearts overfilling. Izzy lowered his lips to Steven's, gently kissing 


him. "I love you, baby." 
Steven felt his eyes filling with tears of joy. "I love you, too." 


On the other side of the wall Slash murmured in his sleep, "I'm gonna be fuckin’ sick" 


